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or four Bedouin horsemen cantered on with us to
see if there were any pickings left in the captured
post, and rode gaily over the line towards the
barbed wire,, while Nuri and I drank a festal calorie.
Suddenly there were loud exclamations, and the
brave cavalry came flying back on top of us. Behind
them a stout Turkish officer or N.C.O. sallied
boldly forth in a long white nightshirt at the head
of his men, brandishing what looked like a sword.
At the same time a little crackle of musketry came
from the sand-bags, which were only eighty yards
away. It would be hard to say which of the two
regulars looked more foolish. cc Come on/3 said
Nuri, drawing his revolver. " I'm damned if I do/'
said I, not having one, and pulled him down behind
the embankment, where we hopped into the waiting
Ford and rattled back again. It turned out that
the Bedouin horse had never attacked the post at all,
and precious time was lost while one of the French
guns was brought up and the post silenced. Owing
to this it was not till nearly ten o'clock that Tel
Arar was occupied and the demolition begun.
Lawrence and Joyce had by this time got back
from their adventure south of Deraa, and the
British and Arab staff collected on the top of the hill
to see what was happening. Deraa was just waking
up to the fact that something was going on. The
cutting of all the wires from Damascus and the sound
of Pisani's guns showed that this was more than an
Arab raid, though what it actually was no one in
Deraa could understand. When thetown wasentered
by British and Arab troops eleven days later, copies
of Turkish reports and orders were found which
showed how mystified the enemy had been. One
of these reports said that Sherif Feisal was advanc-

